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—text by Rod Freshveal 


There aren't too many things in 
the world which, when it comes 
right down to it, | really hate. But if 
| had to make a list, right below the 
most obvious choices (Nazi's, 
politicians, corporate rock...) 
would come New Country Music 
and Rollerblading. Hating New 
Country doesn't need much of an 
explanation (and if it does, some- 
one is probably reading this to 
you, because you can't read it 
yourself.) In-Line skating or what- 


ever it’s called however deserves 
to be exposed for what it really is; 
an evil mass-marketed toy mas- 
querading as a sport enjoyed by 
idiots. Skates are for winter you 
assholes, not for concrete. 
Skateboards are for concrete. 
Skateboarding is cool. It has it's 
roots in a subculture which never 
has been, and never will be main- 
Stream. It supports and is 
supported by a vibrant music 
scene and lifestyle. 

In a world where the word 
alternative has lost its meaning, 
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and even the dullest frat boys from 
Piss-spit Alberta have some bolt of 
metal through their eyebrows, 
skateboarding remains in the 
hands of those who do it because 
they love it, and are not into it 
because they saw some guy on 
ESPN jump over a bunch of barrels 
with the thumpin’ sound- sit 
track from Menace | .<:* 
to Society in the . 
background. : 
Unlike In- 
line skating, 
skateboard- 
ing will 
never be 
embraced é, 
by everyone 
from retarded 
eight year olds 
to superfit, spandex “*.. 
clad, 70 year old 
Norwegians with ski-poles. It's not 
as Safe, or as legal. While In-line 
skating has a healthy image, and 
promotes safety gear as a fashion 
statement, (Wrist supports? What's 
up with that? That's like voluntari- 
ly wearing braces; Oh yes mum 
please. | want to look like a total 
moron) skateboarding is outlawed 


in most urban areas.—Gotta keep 
the kids off the handrails on the 
War Monument, but hey don't 
worry about that Lawrence 
»., Gowan fan with the head- 
band going down the 
stairs backwards, 
he's wearing a 
helmet, and 
probably has 

a job... 
= Although 
FN orth 
American cul- 
ture as a whole 
has never been 
one to embrace 
education, art, or for 
that matter good design 
and personal grace, you've got to 
admit that anything that makes 
overweight people think they 
have an excuse to wear neon and 
black spandex BIKING SHORTS has 
got some problems. Like New 
Country music, in-line skating 
reeks of pre-packaged stars, low- 
est common denominator music 


and boring middle of the road 
conservatism. There is nothing at 
all exciting about clumping around 
in used hockey skates with wheels 
on your feet. In comparison, 
skateboarding is Johnny Rotten to 
Rollerblading’s Michael Bolton, it's 


Chuck D vs Kenny G, and it's T hai 
kickboxing vs American 
Gladiators. 

| suppose the Oxford English 
Dictionary says it best, where in- 
line skating is defined as: “a 
corporate invention, marketed as 
a sport or recreational activity, 
appealing to a conservative mid- 
dle class market; a group with an 
above average income, little imag- 
ination and an interest in music 
which is at best, extremely predi- 
catable.” and skateboarding... “if 
you have to ask bitch, then you'll 
never understand.” 


Rod can't olly but likes the way those 
skatekids look in those pants... 


Warriors! Come 


—text by Kevin 
MacGuinness 


“We are the new school of war- 
rior” said Alex Lemieux, a resident 
of Point St. Charles who donned a 
handlebar moustache, exquisitely 
gelled mullet (hockey haircut), $20 
cowboy boots and a Cantel beeper 
pinned to his brand new “USA" 
motorcycle jacket. This "new 
school of warrior" comes from a 
hundred years of America gurgitat- 
ing and regurgitating their car 
culture. A twisted modern tribal- 
ism with so many different 
white-trash influences it has 
become an anomaly all its own, an 
anomaly worth fearing. "We're 
everywhere” he says, “Laval, Point 
St. Charles, Ville St. Laurent- and 
we all love the cars!” 

November 4th’s Monster Truck 
Rally at the Olympic Stadium held 
40 000 of these angry savages. 
There was: demolition derbys, 
rollovers, monster truck races, 
relay races, modified two-wheel 
truck pulls and the enemy of all 
who worship the almighty car... 
MEGASAURUS! This pre-historic 
auto dinosaur was apparently 
picked up on a remote Pacific 
Island last year and has gone com- 
pletely insane after being forced to 
eat his own kind to survive. 
Luckily, Megasaurus seemed 
painfully slow and inefficient. 
Though he can blow flames up to 15 
feet and has the power to lift small 
cars up to his Tyrannasaurus Rex- 
like monster jaws, he can’t quite 
get them in his mouth and subse- 
quently looks more like a 
semi-retarded Godzilla trying to 
eat a sandwich sideways. The 
mechanic militia fears him not. 

Among the more deadly of the 
auto soldiers was Monster truck 


big chief Gary Porter of 
Wadesboro, North Carolina. After 
destroying his opponent (Snake 
Bite), Porter soared isft into the 
air over a pile of wrecked cars and 
landed at about 50 miles an hour 
where he ended the race by laying 
five continuous donuts and jump- 
ing onto the other parked trucks 
like a horny ape. Another heroic 
show of force took place minutes 
later when Patrick Agotte rolled 
his honda civic over three times 
before landing roof first. When the 
paramedics came to look at his 
injured leg he stood up on the 
front of the ambulance screaming 


victory chants with the rollover 
trophy in one hand and his nut 
sack in the other. The crowd went 
wild. 

It is displays of power like these 
that prove auto savagery is 50 
times more raw than any Mad Max 
movie ever made. The racers sink 
several hundred thousand dollars 
into their vehicles and are killed 
regularly. Not since Wounded 
Knee have we seen humans so will- 
ing to fight for what they believe 


in. November 4th was disturbing 
proof that urban America’s “trail- 
er tribes” possess enough auto 
artillery to crush our measly mili- 
tary. The only defense is 
assimilation, i.e. entering the 
demolition derby. 

Such event followed a night 
lousy with ceremonial chaos and 
contained our own homeboy 
Mike Leslie of Verdun. Leslie was 
driving the infamously deadly 
Auto Khan (#666) put together by 
some brothers from Karachi. The 
Khan destroyed several cars 
before being taken out on a mud- 
slide by a Mohawk warrior in a 


black ‘98 Olds. The Kanesatake 
resident comes from a warrior 
clan with several hundred years 
more experience but admits 
Leslie was a “worthy opponent”. 
The night ended with the entire 
Olympic Stadium filled with 
smoke and flames as the modern 
primitives did traditional metal 
chants and smoked hash pipes 
commemorating another fine sac- 
rifice to the auto gods. 


WG a new 
umpteenth 


album entitled Clouds Taste 
Metallic (Warner Bros.), Oklahoma 
City's Flaming Lips once again stu- 
pefy fans with their technicolor 
guitar dementia and starcrossed 
song lyrics from the faraway side 
of far-out. Even though they may 
have been around the psychotic 
insides of the music biz for over 
ten years now, Wayne Coyne 
(vocals/ guitars), Michael Ivins 
(bass/ vocals/ guitars), Ronald 
Jones (guitar/ effects/ vocals), and 
Steven Drozd (drums/ vocals/ 
guitars) are still some of the most 
down-to-earth superglider 
groovers you'll ever have the 
delight to behold. Voice Magazine 
spoke to bassist Michael Ivins last 
week, and he was such a conversa- 
tional gentleman that | almost 
would have paid for the call 
myself. 


There’s this longterm mystique 
that’s surrounded the Flaming 
Lips, and I wondered if it’s 
become a commodity for your 
bosses at Warner. 


Ivins: Mystique is a funny word. | 
suppose if you were nice, it would 
mean nice things. Mystique is kind 
of like obscure, like “who the hell 
are you talking about?” But if you 
like the people, you could say that 


funny, and we do stuff like that. 
Mystique aside, | wish people 
would see our sense of humor. | 
think a lot of people miss that, and 
they're trying to categorize us by 
saying that we're psychedelic this 
and weirdos that. It didn’t really 
take much thought when the ques- 
tion was posed, “So you guys 
wanna be on Beverly Hills 90210?" 
| know people who watch it and it 
doesn't sound like anything I'd 
watch, but | can definitely appreci- 
ate the humor in it. It took two 
seconds of “Uhh..sure, why not? 
Sounds like it would be a hoot.” 
We did it for you, for people who 
hate the show, and for people who 
have no idea. There was going to 
be a band on it no matter what, 
but that it was us—that was the 
ultimate. 


Did anything weird happen to 
the band after that? “She Don’t 
Use Jelly” did become a hit sin- 
gle two years after its release... 


Ivins: | think it helped the song. 
But that’s the thing, and you've 
seen it happen. A band will come 
out, people like them, and they'll 
become popular through no fault 
of their own—still the same old 
band. All of a sudden people who 
started off liking them don't have 
their secret membership card any- 
more, and they'll say that band 


they're kind of obscure, which 
actually means, "You don’t know 
who the hell I'm talking about, but 
I think they're cool so I'm going to 
call them obscure instead of 
nobodies”. A lot of people still 
don't know about us, y'know? 


Oh come on, how could they 
not after your appearance [last 
season] on Beverly Hills 90210? 
That was insane! 


Ivins: That was definitely insane to 
people who know us, which is sort 
of unfortunate because we did get 
some letters saying ‘You guys sold 
out, blah blah...’ 

I thought it was a brilliant 
moment of teleyision irony. 
ins? 'Exactiy, @nd“that's why we 
did it. | mean, | think we're kind of 


sucks. To think about the whole 
success thing... | mean, what do 
you do with it? We just do what we 
do, and we've always said forever 
that if people like it, that's great. If 
they don't, leave us alone. 


For a band that’s so prolific in 
your output, Clouds Taste 
Metallic was two years in com- 
ing. What was up? 


Ivins: Between Restless and 
Warner Brothers, say between /n 
A Priest Driven Ambulance and Hit 
To Death..., through no fault of our 
own, there was a two year gap. We 
got back on track with 
Transmissions... We had to do 
something with that record, and 
what that entailed was playing to 
as many people as we possibly 


could over as much time as it 
would take. So we did the two- 
year tour plan. 


Back to the new record—do 
you still trip? 


Ivins: No, | like to drink. I've come 
to appreciate wine. You can only 
abuse yourself so much. I've got 
nothing against having a good 
time. This whole rock'n'roll thing— 
after what happened to the Blind 
Melon singer, c'mon people, that 
just does not need to happen. Not 
that | have anything against any- 
one, but you'd think people would 
learn by now. 


Not that the LSD thing is so 
entwined with the Flaming 
Lips... 


Ivins: | should hope not. We've 
been trying for seven or eight 
years now to say we don't like it 
when people call us a psychedelic 
band, that it's really not our thing. 
We'd have to have a three-hour 
conversation about what consti- 
tutes psychedelic music before | 
could say that if you think that’s 
what psychedelic music is, I'll say | 
think that's what psychedelic 
music is, and if it's remotely 
entwined with what we're about, | 
could say that under that [given] 
circumstance, we would be psy- 
chedelic. But on the whole, in a 
way we're not even experimental. 
But | think we do think about 
things too much. 


But that’s the beauty of your 
lyrics! Maybe that’s why this 
tripped-out introspection thing 
continues to be associated 
with the band. I ask because 
the title of Clouds Taste 
Metallic sounds like some acid- 
induced muttering. 


Ivins: I'll tell you the real story 
behind this title, which is hopefully 
even weirder than sitting around 
tripping out on acid, but you can 
judge for yourself. We were tour- 
ing with Tool, and the bass player 
was telling a story about how he'd 
been up in one of those open 
cockpit biplanes, flying around up 
through the clouds. He said he 
opened his mouth going through a 
loop and clouds got in his mouth, 
and he told us that the clouds tast- 
ed metallic. This was told only as 
part of a story, but it jumped out 
because it’s like a Philip K. Dick 
title or something. | don’t know if 
they'd taste metallic, hence I've 
never done it, but that's the thing. 
You can see clouds, but you can't 
go up and touch them unless 
you're sitting on a mountaintop, 
and even then it doesn’t seem like 
clouds, just a fog. In a weird way, | 
guess it’s like being psychedelic 
without doing drugs. But to say 
that’s it’s actually induced by 
chemicals is wrong. 


Oh my 
gawd, 
tS 
the 
Flaming 
asf! 


I caught your New York perfor- 
mance at the CMJ Sub Pop 
showcase in September, and I 
was shocked by your haircut! 


Ivins: (laughing) Yeah, it took me a 
while to get used.to it. It was just 


-interview by Twister 


getting out of hand, plus | just quit 
smoking, and the big long hair was 
a good collector of smoke smells. 
So once | quit and could start 
smelling again, it was like man, my 
hair really stinks! Have | been 
walking around for the past ten 
years with stinky hair? Even when 
you try to wash it, the smell still 
lingers all over you. It was driving 
me nuts, so that was another rea- 
son | figured out as to why | cut my 
hair. 


So this was a momentous deci- 
sion in your life? 

Ivins: Yeah, | mean, hair is a weird 
thing. 
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—text by Harris Newman 


i he average adoles- 
cence is a long, often 


painful journey which all must 
endure yet so few survive 
unscathed. While most of us sim- 
ply resort to empty distractions 
like abuse of self and substance, a 
select few manage to funnel this 
energy into a more constructive 
form. 

When Shotmaker began churn- 
ing out their intense blend of 
nervous breakdown punk in the 
mecca of Belleville, Ontario all 
those years ago, guitarist Tim 
McKeough admits their location 
had some advantages. After all, 
bands they knew from other cities 
were constantly shifting members 
and breaking up, but there 
weren't too many options for 


” Fe: 4. 


legends commence world domination 


them at home. Tim and drummer 
Matt have been playing together 
for four years, and it was the end 
of their band Herbal Scream and 
the addition of bassist Nick less 
than three years ago that set them 
in the fast lane. Since then they've 
managed a couple singles, split 
LPs with Watershed and 
Maximillian Colby (on Nervous 
Wreck Kids), a vinyl-only full 
length, and another impending 
full-length for Troubleman 
records slated for the new year. In 
between they've somehow man- 
aged to juggle school and months 
of bonding with their world- 
renowned van (an honorary 
fourth member) through the 
course of three North American 
tours. 


moon socket 
self titled CD 


Chris from eric’s trip flies solo on 
his four track machine.. 20 songs. 


“jad fair 
& phono comb 


In a Haunted House 7” 
Halloween may be over, 
but like any good haunt, 
you can’t keep a good 

thing down. 


sportsguitar 


He’s so funny 7” 
Three new songs of fractured 
Pop bliss from this swiss duo. 


grifters 


Stream 7” 
Two new songs from 
Memphis’ favourite sons. 


Plus music from: Pest 5000, Slow Loris, Spool 
Bite, Eric's Trip, Jale & more... 


We also carry music from these fine labels: Sappy, Pop 
Narcotic, Darla, Harriet, No Life, villa Villa Kula, Ché, Silver 
Girl, Dark Beloved Cloud, Ratfish and a 
variety of other 7"s and CDs. 

Enthused? Confused? 

Send $1.00 for a complete catalog 
Mail Order: 

7"s are $500 p.p.d CDs -$14 p.p.d. 

Please make checks or money orders out to: P.Schmidt 
or try your luck with some well concealed cash. 


derivative records 


p.o.box 42031 montreal, que. h2w 2t3 
e-mail: derivative @ babylon.montreal.qc.ca. 


They've made Montreal a bit of 
a habit in the past year, and their 
show November 24th at Stornaway 
marks at least their fourth recent 
visit—the last being their appropri- 
ately mindnumbing opening set for 
Fugazi. Shotmaker’s music is com- 
pelling in its accuracy, its thickly 
layered grittiness, and its unbri- 
died anger. Their bare bones 
guitar/bass/drums arrangements 
weave through low-end, drony 
riffs bathed in screamed vocals 
and jackhammer changes— 
Shotmaker execute their material 
with a precision that is the unmis- 
takable brand of a dead serious 
band that has spent years honing 
their craft. This isn’t music to 
stand at the back of the club and 
sullenly drink to, you have no 
choice but to jump right into the 
fray. The power and volume virtu- 
ally pushes back against the 
audience, and I've seen them 
strike fear into the eyes of inno- 
cent witnesses on more than one 
occasion. 

This show is typical of the low 
cover, all ages venue they prefer, 


and admit to taking a hard stance 
when it comes to being dicked 
around by promoters. Tim 
recounts skipping out on a recent 
Toronto show with Bliss when they 
arrived to find the El Mocambo 
was not running an all-ages policy 
as had been adamantly promised. 
Instead they took their show and 
the crowd of all-ages people that 
had been turned away to another 


atoiage 


Artistigue 


10 Ola Vontea Qu 


a 


music 


venue. Shotmaker seem to always 
find sanctuary in homegrown, 
D.I.Y. scenes. The November 24th 
benefit show for Urban Animal 
Advocates gives a perfect home to 
their no mercy math punk which 
borrows from San Diego to 
Washington, D.C. and all places in 
between. Bring your earplugs, per- 
haps a change of pants, maybe 
some dough for vinyl—last year's 
The Crayon Club released on The 
Great American Steak Religion 
record label (based out of Ottawa's 
s Arlington) is a must-have. And to 
keep tabs on other upcoming 
shows and find a unique insight 
into their personal and intimate 
world, check out Tim's homepage 
at http://chat.carleton.ca/tmck- 
eoug 

The Urban Animal Advocates 
all-ages benefit on Nov 24th will 
include Shotmaker, Maury Povitch 
3, Underbed, Flacid, and Down to 
Rise. $5 tickets are available at En 
Equilibre and Neon. Show begins 
at 8pm and will take place at 
Stornaway Gallery, 1407 St. 
Alexandre, Place des Arts Metro. 


Authentic School 
of Self-Study 


25-week evening course totally 


Free-of-Charge 
Techniques, discipline 
coaching to study the purpose of 
life, the origins of our problems, 
what is Real & what is illusory, 
and to awaken consciousness 
based on direct experience. For 
all ages. 

Info session: 

16 Nov or 18 Nov , 1015 
Atwater, Montreal. 384-1982 
U.C.Gnostic Movement: a non-profit, non- 

humanitarian and = intmt'! 
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—-text by Ken Dawg 


With the hip hop industry continuing its 
explosive assault, Voice Magazine asked 
hip hop “master” Ken Dawg to rate and 
review the latest releases so that you 
know what is phat, and what is wack. 
Ratings: 
* = Leave it where you found it. 
** = It better be on special!! 
*** = Hey! We can groove to this. 
**** = It's hype!! It’s hype!! 

***** — MAW. “Top Dawg” pick. 


Ultimate Kaos (*) 
(self-titled) 
ee Polydor 

The name says it 
# all, you can hear 
traces of ABC, 
BBD, Jodeci... 
unfortunately that’s as far as the com- 
parison goes. “Cool Out Alley” is the best 
material on their album; plenty of mellow 
vibes, heavy bass, but lightweight lyrics. 
There is definite potential here; just not 
on this album. 


& KRS-ONE (*****) 
KRS-One 
Zomba/Jive/BMG 


Another dosage of 
= conscious lyrics. 
That's right!!! 
“Blackmaster KRS-ONE” the King of Hip- 
Hop continues to make hit after hit. 
Science for all “wanna-be m.c.'s”. Look 
out for “De Automatic” featuring Fat Joe 
and “Build Ya Skilz” with Busta Rhymes 
to name a few. Definitely another one for 
the rap library. 


Onyx (****) 

All We Got Iz Us 

Rush/JML/Def Jam/Columbia/Sony 

lf abrasive gangster lyrics, street life in 
the U.S.A. and hard hitting beats aren't 
your cup of tea; Move on!! Onyx is back! 
rougher than ever, this is heard in songs 
like “Last Dayz”, “All We Got Iz Us”, 
“Shout”, and “Most Def”. Pick this one up 
all hardcore hip-hop lovers, you won't be 
disappointed. 


s, Erick Sermon 

se (* went) 

we Double or Nothing 
Rush/Def Jam/Sony 

The “green-eyed 

bandit” Erick 

= Sermon; a hip hop 

veteran, has his skills in full swing and 

you can hear it on this album. With fea- 

tured artists such as Keith Murray, 

Redman, Hurricane Gee and Aaron Hall, 

make it a recipe for success. Don't pass 

this one by, all the songs kick. 


Souls of Mischief (***) 
No Man's Land 
Zomba/Jive/BMG 


The usual smooth 
ea flowing lyrics, 
* beats, beats and 
2 more beats; a 
S.0.M. trademark. 
# “Do You Want It” 
me gets things mov- 
ing on the album, “Sho Fo Real” is 
another jam to look out for. $.0.M. came 
back with the same format, no surprises, 
biyt still worta checking out. 


MESCHLET 
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WC and the Madd Circle (***) 

Curb Servin’ 

London/Polygram 

More west coast but with a mellow G- 
Funk flavor. Several old R & B beats are 
used; not as much swearing and enough 
“body shaking bass” to give your speak- 
ers some exercise. If you like Ice Cube you 
might want to check this one out; these 
guys used to tour with him. 


The Dogg Pound (****) 
Dog Food 
Death Row/Interscope/Priority 


Snoop, Nate 
Dogg, Kurupt, 
Rage...West 
fg Coast Swing from 
Be. the “big G’s” 
4 mixed by Dr. Dre. 
: fei When the first 
track’s bass hit me “Dogg Pound 
Gangstaz” it reminded me why West 
Coast sells so many records. This one 
pumps; pull out the jeeps, G-funk lives 
on.....Respect!! 


Cypress Hill Ill (****) 
Temples of Boom 
Ruff House/Columbia/Sony 


Like good wine Cypress Hill gets better 
sae with age. “Stone 
Raiders”, one of 
the songs off the 
album lets me 
know Wu Tang 
had some influ- 
i ence on my 
“Latin Bros”. “Spark Another Owl”, 
“Throw Your Set In The Air” are just a few 
of the hype tracks you'll hear; pick it up. 


B.G. Knocc Out and Dresta(**) 
Real Brothas 
Outburst/Def Jam/Columbia/Sony 


Trunk thumpin’ beats west coast style. If 
you like swearing and all that big G, 
Mack Shit it’s all here. | should have lis- 
tened to this one before “The Dogg 
Pound”, now | have a headache. Guys 
don't play this one around your ladies. 


reyes es al a ‘ DAS EFX (72a) 
Hold It Down 
; — Atlantic/Warner 
== “Real Hip Hop”, 
8 “Microphone 
POunS iE ores Master”, 
“Dedicated” and “Represent the Real” 
featuring KRS-ONE just names a few of 
the sure shot hits coming off this album. 
It’s HOT! and best of all you can under- 
stand them. Get it while you can; the 
stores should have problems stocking 
this one. 


Ken Dawg and Mike Mission 

Masters at Work (M.A.W.) 

CKUT 90.3 fm 

Saturdays 7-9 pm 

Ken Dawg and Mike Mission are CKUT’s 
“Masters at Work” and are going on their 
fifth year, playing exclusively hip hop, 
funk and reggae. 


Wu-Tang Report: Due to an altercation 
that took place between the Wu-Tang 
Clan and a Jacksonville, Florida 
promoter, the Def College Jam promot- 
ing The Show was cancelled. 
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Boss Hog, Slaphappy 5, Stellar Dweller 


Sub Pop label seems to have done it’s 
best to consciously move away from the 
whole genre, and direct itself in the oppo- 
site direction. They were there on the 
cusp of the lounge revival with 
Combustible Edison, and with these four 
latest releases seem to be exploring even 
more new musical territory. Maybe head 
honchos Jon Poneman and Bruce Pavitt 
are mellowing out with age, and that 
twenty million dollar plus cheque cour- 
tesy of Warners in their collective back 
pockets doesn't seem to hurt matters 
either. Still for a label who once released 
the Dwarves “Blood, Guts & Pussy’, 
Mudhoney's “Superfuzzbigmuff’, and 
Tad’s “God's Balls”, they now seem more 
concerned with the Pop than the 
SUBversive. 


= 2 Café Campus, November 11 The new 
2a In their second appearance in Montreal over the past five years, NYC’s Boss Hog UBVe rsive POP 
~ ae seduced the 500+ crowd with a sultry mix of dance-heavy break beats, blues drenched —_—Siye Style 
QO EG guitar lines, and smooth choreography between singer Cristina Martinez, and her hus- Sive Style 
SP) .* wr Se Oe band and guitar player, Jon Spencer. Adding keyboards to their already loaded stage Red Red Meat 
jaa) s =| CO§£ 4 show, Boss Hog played most their new album, throwing in a few tracks from 1993's Girl Bunny Gets Paid 
) = — | 3 + .p. as a reminder to the “swinger” side of their energy packed glam-rock aesthetic. y d : 
Ae = AN Pp Throw in the torpedo accurate drumming of Hollis Queens, and the punchy, but under- The Friends of Dean Martinez 
~<¢ re) ° stated bass lines of Jens Jurgenson to the mood, and this show ranks up there as one of The Shadow of Your Smile 
= Ay = UO oan the best of 1995. Beginning the evening, Montreal's Stellar Dweller continued to put the Eric Matthews 
~~] 4@) a2) —] “run” back in grunge with their slurry, depressed-rock vocals and unchallenged tight- It’s Heavy in Here 
~~ ot a Q ness. And to top it all off, Slaphappy 5 created a big stir with their uncanny guitar Ever since Grunge was turned more into a 
= + = jaa) fashion statement than some sort of 
<q = musical movement, the Seattle based 
ww 
oe 
I 
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METROPOLIS 


thwacking and raw sounding song structures. As “the biggest show” of the NMM NMMs, 
Greenland’s attempt at putting Montreal on the map of musically ambitious cities, 
Boss Hog fit the bill perfectly. Jonah Brucker-Cohen 


Pennywise, Joykiller, Reset 
Metropolis, November 2 5ive Style is yet another arm from that 


long extended reach of Chicago 
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- “Tre Revolition Wan Rot be Televised” musicians whose nucleus seems to trace 
i o -The Last Poets, Public Enemy, KRS-1 back to 
ZR o There is a chaos burning in the youth that fills me with glee. Rise up motherfuckers ! Tortoise. 
=25 ~ Rise up ! The latest insurrection was at Club Metropolis for the Pennywise show. The John 
44 music was good clean straight ahead generic punk. Reset rocked, Joykiller kind of McEntire 
rocked, and Pennywise fucking rocked. The live show was better than the CD, which is (Tortoise, 
alright but doesn’t kick my ass. What made my hemorrhoids pop however was the The Sea And 
teenage flailing mayhem that the live show produced. Stage diving to the intro-tapes, Cake) 
the whole room and half the stage a bolshevik mimic of hurricane Igor. A seething recorded 


mass of cool T shirts, and expensive skate shoes. The orgiastic climax came with 
Pennywise inviting 10,000 adrenaline hopped stormtroopers onto the stage who then 
leapt lemming like to their deaths on the mosh floor. Millions died the skies opened and 
rained fire, polar ice caps melted to flood the earth, snakes ate all the little children, 
and | wiped the blood from my ass. All in all it was a pretty good show. —Shane Smith 


Urge Overkill 

Guided By Voices, 
Thrush Hermit 
Metropolis, October 28 
Platon et les Caves 
Monster-A-Gogo, 
October 28 

From the sounds of “The 
Grand Hour” or “Get Out 
Of My Station” (the only 
Guided By Voices that! 
have truly internalized), 
| was expecting lo-fi 
noisy chaos coupled 
with soft emotional 
indie diarrhea. | was rather disappointed when all | actually heard at the show was 
coherent radio rock which only seemed fitting as the band downed a convenient 24 of 
Molson Dry which was left on stage. The only truly pleasant part of “GB muthafuckin’ V" 
was watching the drummer spit beer and the chain-smoking guitarist’s ease with the 
feedback (he was a true virtuoso). 


Thrush Hermit and their Halifax stylins were indeed very catchy and pleasant but like 
all fads whose charms begins to wear very thin after awhile, they slowly faded into the 
background. After being very disappointed with Urge Overkill’s new release, Exit the 
Dragon, | chose not to stay, after all “in the land of the blind, the one eyed man is 
king.” 


My evening started looking up as soon as | arrived at the Monster-A-Gogo, which was 
held in a church basement in the east end. | was just in time for a nice magic jay-bone 
and the “greatest philiosopher of rock and roll” with his wily comrades who made an 
appearance dressed in togas with golden acanthus leaves on their heads. Platon et Les 
Caves delivered a 45 minute set of some of the grooviest garage tunes that certainly 
whupped the asses of the 70 odd people there and had everyone twisting up a storm in 
no time. Their french version of “Secret Agent Man” started their set off, and the rest 
was some of the bossest space shit I've ever seen. It’s really satisfying to see a local 
band blow the pants off dem yankees, especially when it’s in a spooky church 
basement. —aR/ISH aHMAD 


photo: Natalia 


and mixed this record, while drummer 
John Herndon (Tortoise, The For 
Carnation) sat behind the 5ive Style kit. 
The nice thing about the incestuous circle 
is that every project remains musically 
different from the others. In Sive Style’s 
case, a mixed plate of funk-oriented 
grooves seems to be the main course. 
Songs like “Apple Pie” crosses lines with 
Billy Preston (remember him?) and other 
early ‘70s soul and funk, and work it con- 
vincingly. Guitarist Bill Dolan has some 
serious Jimi Hendrix ghosts that he exor- 
cises really well through his Stratocaster 
struts all over this record. Sive Style is 
the sound of a very cool combo having a 
very good time at what they do. The ten 
songs here, all instrumentals, stand up 
on their own. While they all vary in styles 
(five of them?), all work as a cohesive 
piece. 


Further confirmation that Chicago has 
possibly the best music scene going 
these days comes from Red Red Meat, 
and their latest, Bunny Gets Paid. Funny 
thing is, they sound more like they've 
been cooped up in the backwoods and 
spacer tines oes g hills of 

Beet Kentucky or 
Alabama, 
than from a 
bustling 
ecee metropolis. 

ee ee eee This is proba- 
bly their mellowest offer to date. The 
whole record seems to be wrapped up in 
a sombre mood that feels more like a 
rainy Sunday afternoon than a rock ‘n’ 
roll experience of any sort. It's really hard 
to peg down any specific song and pull it 
out as an example, since they all seem to 
roll into each other with ease. If one was 


to pull a song out, it wouldn't stand as 
tall as it does when it’s sandwiched 
between everything else. There's a couple 
of rockin’ moments, like “Rosewood, Wax, 
Voltz, & Glitter,” but on a whole, this 
album is a scattered shuffle of down 
home country boogie, sliding and 
acoustic guitars, moody keyboards, and 
topped off with melancholy vocal delivery. 
It's a little hard to explain, but this 
record really relaxes the senses , and sets 
a nice state of mind if you just succumb 
to it. 


The Friends Of Dean Martinez work in 
more traditional instrumental forms of 
country, sprinkled with more lounge-like 
arrangements. Still, after repeated listen- 
ings, fails to get a rise out of me. The 
Shadow Of Your Smile consists of original 


compositions and a few covers set in Tex-. 


Mex stylings. Comprised of a couple of 
members of Giant Sand, Dean Martinez 
just seem to play it out too straight for 
these ears. While songs like “House Of 
Pies” work well, much of the record just 
doesn’t really consist of anything 
overwhelming or innovative. Maybe the 
band isn’t out to change the world, but a 
little personality to it all would of helped 
out a little more. Bargain basement Ennio 
Mooricone is not what this world needs. 
There's nothing here you couldn't find in 
any exotica or instrumental bin of any 
used record store for a dollar or two on 
any given day. 


Probably the oddest release comes from 
Eric Matthews. Odd in the sense that this 
is pop with a capital P in the grandest 
sense. Arranged and orchestrated, /t’s 
Heavy In Here is composed more than it's 
written. | don’t know why, but this album 
just reeks of guilty pleasure. On one 
hand, it sounds pompous and 
pretentious, yet on the other, it’s so dif- 
ferent from anything else currently being 
released, that it just feels good 
sometimes. By no means can Matthews’ 
work be considered as a new musical 
departure, for it recalls the likes of Aztec 
Camera, Split Enz and others who crafted 
their pop carefully. Concerned with 
detailed arrangements, clever word play, 
lush and moody pop moments, Matthews 
seems to be guided by this form of 
songcrafting. A conservatory trained 
trumpteer, Matthews also drenches his 
songs in violins, oboes, piano and harpsi- 
chord, along with traditional drums, 
guitars and bass. He’s quite the crooner 
as well. Some have called him a cross 
between Brian Wilson and Bach because 
of this work and his efforts with the band 
Cardinal. This could possibly be the most 
adventurous record Sub Pop has 
released to date, and it’s hard to think 
that Matthews is labelmates with the 
likes of the Supersuckers and Chixdiggit 
when you listen to it.-Fred Quimby 


Tuscadero 

Step Into My Wiggle Room 

Teen Beat 

It would be hard to top the rubber glove 
porn-charm of playful pop gem ‘Latex 
Dominatrix’ off last year's The Pink 
Album. But 
with no sex on 
the agenda 
this time 
around, DC 
darlings 
Tuscadero 
still force a 
track skip—only this time to the 
provocative anthem chants of 
‘Palmer:The All Star Jam’. Addictive 
enough to singularly satisfy, the song—a 
true party in itself—ends up deserting 
the rest of the estro-injected feel goods, 
leaving them quietly dipping in the gua- 
camole. —/lana Kronick 


Soul Junk 

1952 

Homestead 

What hits home like some mean mega- 
phone trash punk with all the nasty 
trimmings is actually the virtuous sounds 
of San Diego Christian rockers, Soul Junk, 
in jovial celebration of the Lord Jesus and 
all His reigning glory. Break out the Good 
Book and follow along with your favourite 
passages—chapter and verse references 
are provided for your spiritual enjoyment. 
Worship this semi-quality garage and it 
will serve as a ticket to your salvation. 
Warning: a casual listen will deceive. 
—llana Kronick 


William S. Burroughs 

Call Me Burroughs 

Rhino-word BEAT-Records 

Those beat junkies at Rhino have re- 
released this album from 1965. Uncle 
Bill's first audio document, and 
unaccompanied by any music, this album 
doesn’t really compare to the magic of 
Dead City Radio or Spare Ass Annie. “As 
dawn exits screaming” we find good OI’ 
Bull Lee reading selections from Naked 
Lunch (“Bradley the Buyer” and the bio- 
logical prophecies of “Meeting of 
International Conference of Technological 
Psychiatry”) as well as excerpts from Soft 
Machine and Nova Express (with an 
enlightening cut-up rewrite of “Uranium 
Willy” that spacey heavy metal kid). This 
album is for those willing to “storm the 
reality studio” with the master explorer 
himself. Its a collector's gem, and if the 
lack of musical accompaniment bothers 
you, why not accompany it yerself, fuck- 
face. —aRISH aHMAD 


The Raymond Brake 
Piles of Dirty Winters 
Simple Machines 


When The Raymond Brake made their 
vinyl debut on the mini-indie, Dtox 
records in the fall of 1994, and quickly 
followed it up with a single on the 
Arlington, Virginia based Simple 
Machines label, one thought stuck in my 
mind: “Buzz band”. Simple Machines, run 
by guitarists Jenny Toomey and Kristin 
Thompson of Tsunami, has been known 
from past releases to only invest in the 
cream of the independent crop, whether it 
be from bands already signed to labels 
such as Sub Pop, Dischord, or Merge, or 
bands on the brink of fame, such as 
Rodan. As darlings as well as siblings of 
the “grown up” North Carolina scene 
(including bands such as Superchunk, 
Archers of Loaf, and Polvo), The Raymond 
Brake create their own brand of discor- 
dant guitar mischief that verges on 
melodic harmonies with a multi- 


directional edge. Incorporating elements 
of pop and injecting their own experimen- 
tal tendencies, The Raymond Brake have 
produced a debut album worthy of high 
recognition, 

—Jonah Brucker-Cohen 


Unwound 

Honey Bear 

Unwound's latest release is less of a new 
album, and more of a vehicle to make 
some of their hard-to-find early singles 
easily accessible. In fact, with four new 
tracks, and five previously released by the 
Gravity and Kill Rock Stars labels, this 
eponymous e.p. is a step backwards in 
time with the band before the acquisition 
of drummer, Sara Lund. Combining the 
malicious beats of ex-drummer, Brandt 
Sandeno, and the tantalizing screams of 
guitarist, Justin Trosper, Unwound's 
music overflows with emotion before it 
convulses with energy. As concentrated 
bass poundings explode on top of 
circuitous guitar lines, the excitement of 
this band. Jonah Brucker-Cohen 


The Unbeatables 
The Great Dogs are Loose in the Yard 
Canal Records 
Somewhere between the immortal Ken 
Nordine, and cool to the touch, Mr. 
Iceberg Slim, the original Ice Cube, lies 
Ottawa’s The Unbeatables. Just out on 
Canal Records, this disc wraps Al 
Mortimer’s 
verse with free- 
form jazz. The 
kind you hear 
in Paris after 
- &> too much 

: pastis, black 
cea tobacco, and 
cheap mescaline. | imagine it played by 
crazy frogs in red sweaters and stupid 
hats, who when you talk to them in 
drunken pidgin tell you that they cut their 
chops with all the greats when brothers 
couldn’t play in the States. Great to play, 
volume low while gently stroking an erect 
clitoris, over and over.-Shane Smith 


Ain't Nuthin’ but a She Thing 
Various Artists 
London-Polygram 


This comp could have suffered as a 
belated corporately sponsored gesture, if 
it weren't for a mighty lineup of pop and 
underground divas taking part. With all 
the proceeds going towards women's 
charities worldwide, proto-feminist acts 
like Melissa Etheridge (doing Joan 
Armatrading), Annie Lennox (covering 
Sugar Cubes), Salt-N-Pepa, Sinead 
O'Connor, and Queen Latifah have all 
donated songs to this timely project. Fore 
more aesthetically-minded alterna-folks, 
Luscious Jackson pulls out a Serge 
Gainsbourg tune (“69 Année Erotique”), 
Thalia Zadek and Come offer a whammy- 
bar original entitled “Cimarron”, and 
high priestess Patti Smith bestows a 
haunting, newly recorded version of Nina 
Simone’s “Don't Smoke In Bed”. With 
tastes to suit most everyone, Ain't Nuthin 
But A She Thing is at it’s very least a 
tribute to these artists who have 
triumphed in subverting the archaic, 
patriarchal inherent to their chosen gen- 
res. —Twister 


Rocket from the Crypt 
Hot Charity 
Another Perfect Sound Recording 


The long awaited LP has finally arrived 
from the planet Crypt and once again it 
requires repeated listening which eventu- 
ally results in all yer motor functions and 
reasoning. From its mouth-popping intro 


“Pushed” til the end of the 9 songs you'll 
find many of those climaxes that make 
Rocket so fuckin’ intense that your 
already numbed brain just might cease to 
function altogether. “Guilt Free” actually 
captures that same feel that crawls 
under your scalp and into your receptors 
as “Glazed” did in ‘92. Rocket has cer- 
tainly evolved into a more complex 
hallucinogenic, they have steered away 
from the rock’n rolly feel of Circa Now into 
an anthemic, trance-inducing, glazed 
bunch o'hepcats. Hot Charity is a frontal 
assault on your subconscious and a must 
for people with pet birds (“Feathered 
Friends”). Don't listen to “Guilt Free” or 
“Lorna Doom” while operating heavy 
machinery. And anyways ya gotta love a 
band that uses a clap track. 

—aRISH aHMAD 


fluf 

The Classic Years 

Headhunter/Cargo 

All you really need to know about fluf can 
be summed up in this following gem of 
cheddar, as delivered by 0, fluf’s always 
large front man: “Have you ever done the 
famous “Bomb drop"? You have to do it if 
you're in Hollywood. You've got to find a 
place where the door locks, because if 
you're doing the bomb drop, you can’t do 
it with your pants on. Take your pants 
and underwear off, then stand on top of 
the toilet and take a shit. But at the 
same time you're taking a shit, you lift 
your leg up real quick, and flush and kick 
the handle down. Then it doesn't splash 
because it’s already going down. There's 
no water, no mess.” —Gol/ner 


Monsier Toad 
Je Suis Décédé, Merci 
Naked Farmer 


This refreshing new MTL band makes ya’ 
want to shoot your t.v. set out the window 
and grate potatoes at the same time. 
Monsier Toad has made a great CD with 
beautiful cover art accompanying it. The 
music jumps around punk and assorted 
pop twists while showing melodic demon- 
strations of funk. A great band with an 
extremely catchy sound. The most satisfy- 
ing thing is the riveting vocals that reach 
almost every feeling of frustration possi- 
ble. Dreary nightmares to folk style 
imagery. You should buy it. Jay Cutler 


Blasting All Rotten Fuckers (B.A.R.F.) 
Surprise 

Tir Groupé/Cargo 

When your tastes in music tend to be of 
the persuasion that mine are, it is always 
a challenge to discuss one’s taste in 
music with those of more modest prefer- 
ences... like your mom. Bands like B.A.R.F. 
do not make it any easier. A truly moronic 
name (hey, | didn’t say | didn’t like it) for 
a band whose previous two records 
weren't worth the weight of your average 
upchucking. Truly pathetic were they. 
Well the title to this third release is 
indeed fitting. This is a pretty good 
record. A decent mixture of death/hard- 
core metal and even a really nice celtic 
sounding instrumental to show the boys 
have a sensitive side. —Coinner 


The Bats 
Couchmaster 
Flying Nun Mammoth-Attic 


| don't know much about Bats’ songsmith 
Robert Scott's educational pedigree, but 
I'd put money on his his having attended 
a New Zealand Ivy equivalent. Like 
Hardvard grad Dean Wareham or Oxford- 
bred Amelia Fletcher of Heavenly, Scott 
specialises in the subtlest of pop 
alchemical arts—minimalism. Scott also 


Underwater 

Drawn & Quarterly ele 
Despite being the wimpiest human in 
Canada, Chester Brown is the Rambo 
of comics breaking new ground with 
ever daring project, His latest effort 
Underwater was over everyone's head 
for the longest time and even his pub- 
lisher seemed to be getting a little 
pissed off. But now, with issue #5 at 
hand, everyone is realizing that John 
Rambo has done it again and those 
P.O.W.’s are comin’ home. 

~Gavin Metnnes 


UNDERWATER. 


CHAPTER 


shares the lobotomy rock approach that 
the Ivory Tower seem to inspire—the 
lyrics are pastiches of love song clichés, 
and the bumblebee guitars and sleepy- 
head arrangements seem barely there. 
Imagine an insane asylum house with 
Syd Barrett, John Renbourn, and Mercury 
Rev's Jonathan Donahue, and you'd be 
pretty close to The Bat’s pastoral sonic 
tapestries. Not that this is a bad thing— 
Couchmaster is the finest frontal lobe- 
challenged pop record to have appeared 
on the indie scene since Guided By 
Voices’ Bee Thousand, and may well be 
one of the best albums of the year. 
—Kurt Newman 


Luciano 

Where there is life 

Island Jamaica/A&M 

Yes, once again Luciano comes down 
with the bitter sweet conscious dancehall 
vibe that he is so respected for. Heavy on 
Rastafari, there is no denying this is a 
spiritual album with songs like: “Good 
God”, “There's no love in the world” and 
“It's me again Jah”. Enjoy this album 
positive youth because it will probably be 
a while before you hear from him again. 
You see, Luciano, after dissing the crowd 
for being corrupt and on drugs, walked 
off stage in Jamaica and has since 
decided to go to the mountains and seek 
guidance from Jah. -MossMan 


Various 
Punk Rock Jukebox 
Blackout Records/Cherry Disc 
This CD of punkrock covers goes from 
sacrilicious to blasphemous. Buzzkill do 
sucha 
shitty ver- 
sion of 
Bad 
Brain's 
Big 
Takeover” 
. I'm sur- 
prised HR 
doesn’t break out of the looney bin and 
kill them. Why does anyone ever do covers 
in the first place? | have to admit howev- 
er, Black Velvet Flag's lounge version of 
Fear's “I Love Livin’ in The City” almost 
makes up for the heresy and makes this 
worth getting. -Gavin 
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Sie. 


because you can pee on Wayne Gretzky 


—text by Suzie Who 


cover story 


Stripping is a high 
paying and amusing job. 
A lot of men haven’t 
come to terms with the 
fact that not all women 
feel a sudden urge to 
get naked at the mere 
sight of them and are 
willing to pay highly 
for the illusion. The 
women who satisfy this 
need of the average 
macho man and also reap 
the benefits are 
strippers. Forget what 
you’ve read in the 
press when they use 
words like “degrading” 
and “exploitation”. 
Those people have no 
idea what they’re talk- 
ing about. As one 
stripper put it 
“Academics can argue 
about stripping ‘till 
they’re blue in the 
face but all 
I’ve been stripping for 
four years and I don’t 


I know is 


like I’ve been 
It’s a 


feel 
exploited. 


personal choice.” 


In the upper crust, downtown 
clubs strippers are paid six bucks 
for a table dance and eighty to a 
hundred dollars and hour to stay 
at a table and chat. While a lot of 
these girls are intelligent and pret- 
ty well-educated the average guy is 
not very interested in talking to 
them about the space-time contin- 
uum and would rather ask 
questions like “Are those your real 
tits?” or “Who's your barber?” 
(they are not referring to the hair 
on her head but to her neatly 
trimmed pubes). This may not 
sound like a lot of fun but keep in 
mind that one develops a feeling of 
superiority when surrounded by 
people who are less intelligent 
than themselves. Other typical 
questions like “What's your real 
name ?” and “what do you do when 
you're not working?” can be fun to 
answer because you can just make 
stuff up. And the girls do it all the 
time. 

Yes, they are tellers of tall tales. 
If a client is a lawyer she may 
decide that she goes to law school. 
Or if he’s loves cats, well imagine 
that! She's got seven of the little 
darlings at home. One notorious 
little bullshitter at a St. Catherine 
st. club rakes in about five hundred 
dollars every night and she hardly 
ever removes a stitch of clothing. 

Some may think that this is the 
perfect place to whip out your 
willy but this type of behaviour is 
highly discouraged. Even some 
such episodes have ended happily 
however. Jack the stripper was 
once paid in advance to stay at a 
table for four hours. She had not 
even been there for five minutes 
when the customer popped out his 
predator. The doorman promptly 
“escorted” him to the door (Do not 
pass Go, do not get a chance to put 
your prick back in your pants) and 
Jack had made herself a hassle free 
four hundred dollars. Not bad, 
n'est ce pas? 

It also happens that people mis- 
take these virtuous beings for 
prostitutes and ask them for sexual 
favours. One weirdo wanted his 
hands stepped on with five inch 
spike heels. Another requested 
that his dancer fart in his face. 
Both girls declined but used the 
Stories to get giggles out of their 
friends in the changeroom later 
on. 

We'll never know what drives 
these people to ask for such ser- 
vices in a public place especially 
when a hooker would probably be 
happy to comply. Though even the 
most professional of whores may 
not be able to fart on demand. 
They can, however, urinate on 
demand and while there are some 
people willing to dole out cash for 
a nice golden shower one lucky 
strip bar patron got one without 
asking for it. The episode began 


innocently enough with five girls 
dancing for a group in a space that 
was really only fit for four. A 
drunken member of the gang 
decided to give them a little shove 
from behind. His intent was to get 
them to move closer to his friend 
(Canadian hockey legend, Wayne 
Gretzky). The result, unfortunately, 
was a domino effect that had all 
the dancers sprawled on the laps 
of the customers before anyone 
knew what was happening. One of 
them laughed so hard that she uri- 
nated, and despite the sport star's 
unfortunate predicament he did 
not offer to pay for the dry clean- 
ing. 

At least Gretzky was allowed on 
the premises. Axl Rose was denied 
entry to a Montreal club because 
of his attire (no ripped jeans, base- 
ball caps or bandannas). So 
celebrity status doesn't guarantee 
you right of passage although there 
have been quite a few sightings 
including , groupies take note, 
Madonna, Kiss, The Black Crowes, 
Nine Inch Nails, Keith Richards, 
Mel Gibson, Peter Green and Hulk 
Hogan along with Montrealers Jean 
Le Loup and Eric LaPointe but who 
cares? 

Sound like fun? Well if you 
think that peelin’ may be your call- 
ing there are things you should 
know. It has put many through 
school and can do the same for 


you but be prepared as it is an 
extremely high maintenance beau- 
ty profession. Cellulite and stretch 
marks are easily hidden by tans 
acquired at RX Soleil and small 
breasts can be pumped up with 
surgery. Even the homeliest of 
chicks can become babes with a lit- 


One notorious 
little 
bullshitter at 
a St. Catherine 
st. club rakes 
in about five 
hundred dollars 
every night and 
she hardly ever 
removes a 
stitch of 
clothing. 


tle help. They have come so far, in 
fact, that you may not even have 
to be a chick. There was an 
absolutely beautiful woman who 
worked at a renowned downtown 
club for a year before they discov- 
ered she used to be a he. 


These procedures are not rec- 
ommended, of course, but 
Strippers don't seem to care. Carly, 
after being told by Canadian doc- 
tors that they would not perform 
her desired surgery took her busi- 
ness to the United States. She paid 
$10,000.00 American and emerged 
the proud owner of two bouncing 
baby F cup breasts. Okay, so 
they're not all rocket scientists but 
there are stupid people in every 
milieu. 

Besides spontaneous urination, 
occupational hazards come in 
forms of PMS, periods and flatu- 
lence (most people don't like it 
when you fart in their faces). But 
you can always take a Midol, tuck 
in a tampon string and blame a fart 
on someone else. 

Stay away from lapdancing 
clubs, of course, (that's another 
story altogether and it's gross) and 
if you follow these simple guide- 
lines it'll be a breeze. Don't worry 
if your self esteem is low, by the 
way. After a few months of con- 
stantly being told how beautiful 
and wonderful you are you'll have 
an ego the size of Rita Macneil’s 
ass. 

As a footnote to the recent ref- 
erendum, 80% of strippers voted 
"No". 


Suzie Who's band broke up and 
now she’s looking for a new one. 


Power is the ultimate 
aphrodisiac. 


—Henry Kissinger 


lad & troubling, erotic 
dilemma began as 
the unofficial campaign did: with 
an oiled, topless stripper twirling 
down a fireman's pole. 

There were strobe-lights and 
flamboyant costumes, lubricous 


music, and the tremorous roar of 


fe politias: — | 


fans. We were front-row-centre at 
Madonna's “Girlie Show,” Lucien 
Bouchard’s model for a Free and 
Sovereign Quebec. 

A full two years before the most 
recent Referendum, as Madonna 


So while fellow English-speaking 
journalists pounced upon the 
racist connotations of his remarks, 
I took it as a jubilant affirmation of 
what the Sovereigntists had been 
telling me all along: that an 
Independent Quebec would be a 
virtual fuck-fest, a “distinct soci- 
ety,” with Ste-Catherine Street a 
gigantic, non-stop "Girlie Show.” 

Parizeau himself had all but 
assured me. After an interview 
once, the Premier of Quebec 
paused, and crinkled his brow at 
me, in my brand-new pink 
Converse high-tops, snake-skin 
trousers, and my shirt that read 
“Fuck Greed.” 

“Off the record now, old chap. 
Are you a Prince fan? Splendid! 
Well the closest analogy | can 


Just a vote away...and | was 
leaning heavily. But still, | heeded 
my heritage, my history, and the 
thoughts that crowded my head. 

It was Monique Simard who 
finally swayed me. When the PQ 
vice-president discovered that | 
was still undecided, she simply got 
down on the floor before me and 
slowly undid her blouse, and then 
she began to roll quarters across 
her belly. Her eyes were dancing 
promises. | was a Separatist from 
that moment on. 

Louise Beaudoin once, not yet 
knowing of my conversion, button- 
holed me and went off on an ugly, 
impassioned rant about 
Independence and Ginette 
Renault. But Simard put a hasty 
stop to it. Every vote would count. 


“vogued” and his Barbie-doll wife 
clapped and sang along (in key), 
Bouchard elbowed me in the rib- 
cage, and winked, and took his 
first of many stands. 

“With Sovereignity,” the Bloc 
leader said, his eyes simply burn- 
ing. "With Sovereign-ity this will all 
come true...” 

It was then that | first felt his 
fabled “charisma.” Without really 
knowing it, | had begun my high- 
stakes jaunt; through the seductive 
Realm of the Undecided, to my 
precarious stance as a die-hard 
Anglophone Sovereigntist, among 
the euphoric, orgiastic ranks of the 
Parti Quebecois. 

When he uttered, later on, his 
now infamous remark about white 
women not having enough babies, 
it came as no surprise. His words 
were code, part of the secret lan- 
guage that all good politicians speak. 


make is that life after a ‘Yes’ vote 
will be like the most provocative of 
Prince songs. Lisette and | are 
especially fond of the song ‘Pope.”” 

But would we be able to keep 
our passports? 

“Of course! Now go and help 
yourself to the buffet.” 

On my off-days, when there was 
nothing to cover, | would ponder 
which way to cast my vote. | start- 
ed out at Grumpy’s with Holden 
and Richler, but soon turned up at 
the St-Sulpice. 

The birth of the Nationalist 
movement as we know it came 
about in the salacious ‘60's, when 
unchained-love and wild-eyed rev- 
olutionism dug the sight of each 
other and embraced. Rivalled only 
by a Tuesday night Café Campus, 
Le St-Sulpice, the weekend before 
the Referendum, was close to what 
Parizeau had described. 


They did their best to keep me 
away from the "Nuns for the Yes,” 
too. Bouchard kept me busy while 
Parizeau campaigned by their side. 

I did vote Yes, although perhaps 
my ballot was annulled. | let my 
drool fall into the appropriate cir- 


cle, hardening crusty, my eyes 
glazing over with the “Girlie Show” 
to come. 

The party that night was like 
torturous foreplay, on the edge of 
climax always, then having water 
thrown over you. We were 
shocked and yelped like dogs. 

After Parizeau's speech | ran to 
“Monique” for comfort, but she 
whacked me with the side of her 
hand, and sneered and marched 
away. 

It is funny. When we were sure 
that we would achieve “our coun- 
try," she had seemed luscious, 
warm and redolent, promising 
daisies, and eternal spring. But in 
the crash of defeat, her face was 
changing. Her eyes stretched apart. 

I saw her whispering hate with 
Madame Beaudoin, ignoring me, 
and plotting my demise. 

| am finished here, a rank pari- 
ah. They went for Chretien, but it 
really should have been me. My 
friends pass me by without recog- 
nition. There is no promise here of 
love, let alone the "Girlie Show.” 

But | still believe. | dream of 
catwalks, and silver-wigged afros, 


Andrew 
Pickard 
delves 
into the 
true 
nature of 
the 
Separatist 
dream 


sweet gyrations, and Parizeau in a 
dress. 


Without prim Canada holding us 


back, Quebec will be like the 
wildest of Prince songs. Until the 
next time. Just say “Yes.” 


Andrew Pickard writes about 
alcohol and politics for Beer: The 


Magazine, and the California 
magazine JUICE. Monique Simard 
still will not return his calls 
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Mickey Rat's creator (and inventor 
of the term “couch potato") Robert 
Armstrong talks to the voice about 
drugs, introspection and massive 
paranoia. 

What kind of drugs did you do 
in the 70's? 

Mostly pot, | used to smoke a lot of 
pot. That was, until | realized it 
was making me more socially 
retarded than | usually am. | 
remember smoking pot so strong 
I'd get the shakes. I'd be sitting 
there in a room full of people shiv- 
ering, it was too much. 

What about acid? 

| used to be really intimidated 
by it but there was this comic 
book benefit for Timothy 
Leary where we all made this 
book to raise money for his 
legal fees. He had been 
arrested for having a pot 
seed in the back of his 


van or something 
ridiculous like that. 
Anyway, Robert 


Crumb's wife Aline had this really 
good LSD so | felt obligated to try 
it. | mean, living through the 60's 
without acid would be like living 
through the 20's without owning a 
raccoon skin coat, so | dropped 
and soon after | was a blithering 
moron. | just stared at a rock for a 
few hours. It seems so intense at 
the time you know, you think 
you've made this magical connec- 
tion with the animal kingdom and 
the next day you realize you were 
talking to a dog all night. 

I also did mescaline and peyote a 
few times but I didn't enjoy the 
stomach cramps those drugs gave 
you. | guess my drug of choice had 
to be psilocybin (magic mushrooms). 


Tell me about your most insane 
shrooms trip. 

People used to do all kinds of 
fucked up things. They'd do psilo- 
cybin and take their motorcycles 
onto the freeway for awhile or, 
some of the less ambitious would 
make these pathetic light boxes 
out of old Christmas lights and 
everyone would just sit and stare 
at it. | used to enjoy just walking 
around 

the 


forest by 

myself. | remember living in this 
old farmhouse cleaning up some 
really ancient cobwebs while trip- 
ping and there were bugs 
everywhere. The cobwebs seemed 
to be growing as | cleaned them 
and, after awhile, the bugs were on 
me they were getting into my 
clothes. 

Literally? 

Um, I'm not sure. My girlfriend 
tells me she came driving up and | 
was rolling around on the front 


yard with half of my clothes off 
trying to get these bugs off of me. 
I was ranting and raving about 
“the bugs!” and "the insects!” and | 
imagined these huge spiders 
crawling up every orifice of my 
body (laughs) just going into a 
complete panic fit. Eventually she 
managed to calm me down and 
gave me a bath. 

Why is it people do less hallu- 
cinogens as they get older? 

I don’t know. Life takes on a dif- 


ferent gravity perhaps? When 
we're teenagers it's all just a 

XY game because we're these 
invincible kids who don't 


N\ care about ramifica- 
tions. But, as you get 
older, you realize how 
precious life is | 
mean, | just don't 
have time to get that 
wasted anymore. 
That's not to say | 
never do drugs. | still 
eat the odd hash brownie 
but, that usually leaves me 
buzzing ‘till four in the 
morning and my whole next 
day is blown. I guess you start 
to realize life is pretty interesting 
as it is and I'm at the point now 
where | don’t want to miss any- 
thing. 


Robert Armstrong is currently living 
with his wife and daughter in Dixon, 
California and doing various illustra- 
tion jobs as well as painting. He 
plays in a string band called the 


Cheap Suit Serenaders with people 
like Robert Crumb and Crumb Movie 
Creator Terry Zwigoff. The original for 

Mickey Rat's Rude Interlude will be 

Shown at the Orgy (see right). 


—all text this page by Gavin unless otherwise indicated 


Canada Customs has a long his- 
tory of arbitrarily detaining, 
seizing and even incinerating 
comics at the border. Their most 
recent aquisitions are Cherry 
Poptart and The Blonde which 
Canadian importer Robert Myre of 
Ossington Palace Productions is 
presently contending. Cherry 
Poptart is in trouble because she 
has sex with her Mom and The 
Blonde is in trouble because she 
ties people up. The former is a 
comical parody of Archie comic's 
innocence and the latter uses 
bondage asexually as a means of 
burgurlary (which adheres perfect- 
ly to Customs memorandum Do-11 
prohibiting sexual bondage). The 
trick is not to waste your time with 
the logistics of it or you'll get all 
intertwangled in the bureaucracy 
and end up like Lenny Bruce who 
incidentally, died trying to figure it 
out. "I used to spend to minutes a 
week dealing with customs” says 
Myre “now | have to spend two full 
days”. Comics like Birdland by the 


Hernandez brothers are often 
detained for obscure reasons like 
"excessive ejaculation” and it’s 
almost impossible to find out why. 
An anonymous local distributor 
met the challenge and, after an 
arduous game of letter tag his 
question was finally answered: 
“excessive ejaculation is that 
which impedes the senses, that is, 
if one ejaculates into someone's 
eyes or ears or nose that would be 
said to be excessive". This is one of 
a thousand examples where inno- 
cent comic people try to figure out 
why they are being persecuted and 
come up with either complete 
nonsense or an expensive bureau- 
cratic circle the never ends. The 
fact is, comics are made up of 
drawings and the only time they 
hurt other people is when the 
artist gets tendonitis. “I don't 
believe in censorship in any form. 
| believe in laws that protect those 
who can’t protect themselves ... 
the stuff that I'm having detained 
are only drawings” says Myre. 


Other victims of Canada Customs 
censorship include; Robert Crumb, 
James Joyce, D.H. Lawrence, Henry 
Miller, Meobius and the ever-so- 
controversial Squeek the mouse. 
Squeek jams a stick of dynamite up 
a cat's ass (a la Itchy and Scratchy) 
and Customs deems it “anal pene- 
tration”. The comic was incinerated 
immediately. The store-owner who 
ordered the comic, Mike Foster of 
Ottawa's Crosstown Traffic, was 
shocked and horrified at first but 
seems to have discovered the best 
way to deal with them “I just said 
fuck it”. 


Comics Rule and Everything Else Bites 
by Carly Phatlips 

Comic Jam 

December Ist 


Rupert Bottenberg's 15th comic Jam is 
underway on Friday, December Ist at 
Stornaway (1407 St. Alexander). The 
local comic mogul is having Ratboy Tony 
Walsh flown in from Toronto as well as a 
cavalcade of bands(Local Rabbits, 
Fidget and Bunk) and other superstars. 
A comic jam is where a bunch of 
cartoonist hide in the basement drawing 
pictures as pre-pubescent rock stars 
drive the girls wild upstairs. The Jams 
started here in Montreal and have 
spread to Boston, Toronto and most 
recently, New York. The art that comes 
out of the drunken basement is often 
really impressive and Rupert is planning 
to put together a fancy book with all the 
best pieces. Speaking of best pieces... 


Original Comic Art Exhibit 

December 8th-31st 

Pervert creator Gavin Mcinnes and Mille 
Putois publisher Simon Bossé are 
putting together an original comic art 
exhibit at the Cheval Blanc from 
Saturday, Dec.9 to the 31st. The event 
(named ORGY because it has so many 
good people at it) has already confirmed 
comic superstar like Peter Bagge, Julie 
Doucet, Chester Brown, Peter Kuper, 
Stephane Blanquet and local Montreal 
masters like Siris, Suicide and Henriette 
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EXOTIC PIERCING AVAILABLE - 
CUSTOM TATTOOS & COVER 
UPS DONE BY CLINICAL & 
ARTISTIC SPECIALISTS CUS- 
TOM AIRBRUSH ARTIST ON 
HAND 
WE DONT COMPROMISE ON 
QUALITY 
WE SURPASS ALL STERIL- 
IZATION TECHNIQUES 
APPROVED BY CERTIFIED 
MEDICAL TECHNICIANS - 
HIGHEST QUALITY MATERI- 


TATTOOS 


TATTOOS & BODY PIERCING ARE FOR LIFE ! 
UN TATOUAGE OU UN PERCAGE CORPOREL, C'EST POUR LA VIE ! 


BODY PIERCING 
PERCAGE CORPOREL 


844-2659 


1002 STE-CATHERINE E. MONTREAL, QUE. H2L. 2G2 


Valium. “We wanted to show everyone 
that cartoonists actually make the best 
fucking art in the world” says Mclnnes 
who has booked rock’n roll psychopaths 
Nomad Nabot to play the December Sth 
vernissage. It should be noted that every- 
one you see here to my left (on the Voice 
comics page) will be exhibiting their work 
including Mickey Rat creator Bob 
Armstrong. Come early because it will be 
packed in no time. Tickets are $3 at the 
door and you get a cool sticker. 
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ALS AND STERIL SUPPLIES 
AVAILABLE, NEW MATERIAL 
USED EVERY TIME INCLUD- 
ING NEEDLES 
APPOINTMENTS & PRICE 
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The 


Must Be 


-—text by Shane Smith 


Ravers! Punks! Hip Hoppers! 
Rasta Dancehall Dub Jungle 
Gangstarrs! Death Metal Grunge 
Multi-Pierced Tattooed Wacked 
Out Dope Droppin’ Ferret Fuckers ! 

Hear the wisdom of Jesus’ kid 
brother, the Tien Wang. My bowels 
have been replaced with gold on 
my second ascension to heaven, 
my head filled with enlightenment, 


commentary 


my skin made ivory. This is the 
message Jah, Shiva, Allah, Budda, 
Pollatra, Zeus and Godot gave me 
to bring back to thoust. Listen up. 

The heavens are in chaos, those 
created in their image are losing 
their souls. All the power is in the 
hands of the godless, the heartless, 
the straight whitebread baby- 
boomer chicken assed 
bloodsuckers. The Gods are not 
happy, and neither am I. Newt 
Gingrich, Rush Limbaugh, Preston 
Manning, Slobodan Milosovic, 
Viadamir Zhrinovsky, Bill Gates, 
and Ross Perot are running our 
world. They are minions of the fall- 
en angel Lucifer. | want you to 
kill them, to rid the winds of 
their pustulant smell, 
wipe out the virulent 
cancer of their exis- 
tence, do it now ! 

We are calling 
from the heavens 
for a second cul 
tural revolution 
Take to the 
streets, individ- 
ually or in 
groups. Riot. 
Take things that 3 
aren't yours. 
Seize the state and¥ 
revoke all pension® 
benefits to anyone 
born before 1960. 
Uproot the roads and 
traintracks, pull down all 
phone lines, take drugs freely and 
openly, have sex with alley cats, 
alter everything you see, eradicate 
all that is wack. Tag over Picassos, 
break every treaty, pay no tax, buy 
nothing, eat everything, smash, 
savage and burn. 

What has angered the heavens 
so? 

Well we let you scurry about 
your business for the last ten thou- 
sand years and what is the best 
you can muster? A few paintings 
that cost so many millions of dol- 
lars it makes the whole notion of 
art ludicrous. An earth perpetually 
on the brink of collapse, acidic 
rivers and toxic oceans, you even 
destroy the very skies. Your sci- 
ence is based on making more 
efficient weapons of mass destruc- 


Aion. You turn your backs on any 


éring you see. Your culture is 


produced by accountants selling 
you their Michael Jackson burger 
box deluxe, Coke and digestible 
petroleum by-product included. 
T.V. is your most loved invention, 
nuff said. 

You are a mass of stinking pink 
maggots writhing about in a thick 
mire of mediocre, complacent, yel- 
lowed puss. 

Most of you that is. Looking 
down upon you we found some 
things not wholly revolting. 

The ravers first. 

Seemless trance inducing beats, 
sex, Sweat, drugs, and no agero, 
ecstasy. Full moon parties from 
London to Bangkok, New York to 
Bombay. Rave culture is exactly 
that, culture, you deserve the 
world. Here it’s yours | give it to 
you, now take it. As Marx said, you 
have nothing to lose but your 
spinal fluid. 

Punks, you are our stormtroop- 
ers. BLITZKRIEG! What started as 
counterculture is now a mass 


revolt. 
The stagediving, skateboarding, 
fuck off, | hate my parents attitude 
is particularly loved by Zeus. Listen 
to the music hear what it says then 
go out and do it. " Riot the unbeat- 
able high, riot shoots you to the 
sky... Throwing a brick never felt 
so good” Dead Kennedys. 

Hip Hoppers, Fat pants, and 
phat sounds, blunts an forties all 
aroun’ 

Brothers got soul, sista’s got a 
hole. Bush killer and Fuck the 
Police, Protect ya neck, an alla 
that. Allah wants you to carry out a 
jihad in his name against any one 
who wears any type of uniform. 
You have his blessing. Allah hu 
Akbar ! 

Rasta Dancehall Dub Jungle 


Gangstarrs . “ Until the colour of a 
mans skin is of no more conse- 
quence than the colour of his eyes 
there'll be war"-Bob Marley. Well 
chaps racism is rampant and jungle 
is massive. So my lions of Zion. Jah 
wants dat you fight the downpres- 
sion. You kicked the Bloods and 
the Crips, now it’s the big leagues, 
go after the man, kill whitey, the 
white souls are evil. Your target is 
Bill Gates, The Rolling Stones, and 
capitalism in general. " You are the 
big tree, we are the small axe.” -B. 
Marley. By the by Prince Marley 
sends his blessings from clouds of 
the chalice. 

Death Metal Grunge Multi- 
Pierced Tattooed Wacked Out 
Dope Droppin’ Ferret Fuckers, 
Pollatra, and Godot have some 
special plans for you freaks. The 
modern primitive, X'd, slacker, 
fucked up junkies now have a mis- 
sion. Get up off your lazy coddled 
pansy asses. Stop playing your 
shitty guitars and use them pro- 
ductively. Smash in the heads of 
anyone that has the patchouli reek 
of a Ben and Jerry's, 
». Deadtacular, BMW, Classic 
Rock, 60's ‘Peace Man’ 
@, about them, kill your 

parents essentially. 
a Yes that's right for 
those who didn't 
get it. Take that 
Les Paul Jr. 
Hs ta Mommy bought 
Byou and cave in 
er skull. You 
Skee gwill be reward- 
Fed for it They, 
the other 


and 
deservedly so. 

Oh how well you 
will look my pretties, 
storming into the country 
side already gorged on urban 
blood. This is our time, the gods 
are angry and you are the match 
that will set fire to all that upsets 
the flowering gynx pupils that 
grow in our bejewled irises. Mine 
incidentally were replaced with 
emeralds on my first ascension. 
Attack and feel the purging enema 
of total societal destruction. Bloat 
your skinny bellies on the soft 
flesh of those who have displeased 
us, those who have destroyed your 
lives, and the world you live in. 
Yea the time is nigh to wipe clean 
this which we have built and they 
have mutilated. This is the end, 
this is the Apocalypse. The four 
riders approacheth, and the heav- 
ens cry. 


START NOW |! 


Revolutions per Minute 


Moon Socket 
Feeling Around EP 7” (Ratfish) 
Accept Fear Ep 7” (Sub Pop) 


The whole home-recording, lo-fi movement is nothing new,especially after Lou 
Barlow lit the spark a few years back. Let's face it, you're pretty naked when it’s 
just you, your guitar, and limited recording capabilities. No studio trickery can 
cover up those mistakes. So the question becomes: “How interesting is it?” Well, in 
Moon Socket’s case, very. 


—text by Fred Quimby 


Moon Socket is the solo moniker for Chris Thompson, whose other duties includes 
being a member of Eric's Trip. All four members of the band have been actively 
working on a variety of solo projects. Julie Dorion moonlights as Broken Girl, Rick 
White does Elevator to Hell, and drummer Mark has duties with Purple Knight. 
Chris’ Moon Socket has been perhaps the most prolific of the four, and these two 
7”s have been released in the last few months. Both are also a bargain. The 
Ratfish single contains eight songs, while Sub Pop's offering has six. 


Because of the four track recordings, both singles have a nice, home-spun feel to 
‘em. Moon Socket is just Chris accompanied by a plucking and rhythmic acoustic 
aie a few Eevers of fuzz, bits of ages and lots of creativity. Chris’ greatest 
: attribute is that he can write 
good songs, which is so 
important when working in 
such a stripped down format. 
If anything, four track record- 
ings can highlight your 
strengths rather than your 
weaknesses, because it’s the 
basis of songwriting at it's 
core, bare for all to see. Of 
course the songs are personal 
in nature, and if one can't 
face their demons in their own 
: bedroom, where can they? 
Chris also likes to fool around with tape manipulation, odd noises and scratchy 
surfaces, all to keep him and his listener's ears perked. There isn’t any real differ- 
ence between both these singles, and both stand on their own merit. And though a 
growing confidence has come with every Moonsocket release (the Sub Pop one 
being the latest of his recordings), Chris has also somehow managed to capture 
shyness, if that's possible, on all of his personal recordings. 


Ratfish - P.0. Box 381869 - Cambridge, MA 02238 
Sub Pop - A big office in Seattle 


Recordings for Deviants 


Wesley Willis 
The Greatest Hits of Wesley Willis 
Alternative Tentacles 


According to the Brian Wilson documentary / Wasn't Made For These Times 
(Directed by Don Was). Brian was receiving a lot of his brilliant musical ideas via 
voices in his head. As we all know the results were incredible (“In My Room”,”God 
Only Knows”). Pure Genius! Once Brian started taking medication and began seek- 
ing help through Dr. Landry, we got total pieces of shit like “Kokomo” and “Let's Do 
It Again”. Now let's do our math and figure out what just went wrong. My deduction 
would probably be this. Pure genius can only exist out of the norm.(ie sanity). Once 


—text by Johnson Cummins 


| the artist becomes “well” he attempts to overcompensate to rejoin society and we 


end up with watered down crap such as “Kokomo.” 


This is where Wesley comes in. Receiving the torch passed onto him by good ole’ 
Brian. Many in the past have taken the torch (Daniel Johnson, Jad Fair) only to 
stumble and watch it fall to the wayside. But it is quite evident from Wesley's new 
C.D. that a genius is within our midst again. 


Wesley was diagnosed chronic schizophrenic in the latter part of 1989 and since 
then has released at least 20 albums and has recorded over 400 songs. A lot of the 
songs address his mental incapacities (“Chronic Schizophrenia, “Outburst”),a tip 
of the hat to some of his favorite bands (Elvis Presley, Urge Overkill) and his per- 
sonal diary entries of everyday life 
on the streets of Chicago. The 
music admittingly can get a little 
repetitive but is saved by Wesley's 
unique vocal stylings. | promise you 
this little disc is all killer and no 
filler. 


Having been lucky enough to have 
seen a lot of these songs played in 


rece 


a live situation recently, they = 
seemed to translate incredibly well. 


My favorite Wesley story that | think 
truly illustrates the magnitude of 
his pure genius would have to be 
his meeting with grunge star Dave Grohl (Nirvana, Foo Fighters). Wesley presented 
Dave with a C.D. he had just recently put out on his own label (Wesley Willis 
Records) which included two songs he wrote as an ode to one of his musical heroes 
(“Dave Grohi" and “Foo Fighters”). I'm sure Dave has been given so many demos in 
his lifetime that maybe this incredible moment didn't really seem to sink in. He did 
manage though to say he was very touched and that he would try to listen to it. 
After a reportedly 2 minutes of uncomfortable silence Wesley turned to the grunge 
star and said “That will be $28 dollars please”. 

ROCK OVER LONDON, ROCK ON CHICAGO! 


Voice Magazine interviewed 
Chris, an ex-convict who spent 
the majority of his life in 
minimum, medium, and 
maximum security prisons. We 
hope not to glorify, but instead 
to get a realistic account of what 
life is like on the ‘inside.’ 


Voice: How do you maintain 
mental stability in prison? 
Chris: Get stoned. 99% of the peo- 
ple in jail are there for 
drug-related crimes. Either they 
were doing time for a crime they 
committed to get money to get 
drugs, or they're doing time for a 
crime they committed under the 
influence of drugs. Ninety-five to 
ninety-nine per cent of the people 
in jail today are drug addicts, in 
one form or another. Alcoholics or 
drug addicts, it doesn't matter, it's 
all the same shit. If the system 
were better set up, with a lot more 
rehabilitation, | think it would 
work a lot better. It’s the same 
thing inside. Drugs, drugs, drugs... | 
think that just as in life on the out- 
side, some people find their 
spirituality. It's another question 
of whatever gets you through the 
night. | turned to drugs, | turned to 
reading, a helluva lot of reading. 
I've never read so many books in 
my life, cus that was one way for 
me to escape. | knew that it was 
the same bullshit the next day. 
Everyday is the same thing. You get 
up, you see the same people, you 
do the same thing at the same 
time. And you go to sleep at the 
same time and you get up and you 
do it all over again. Day after day, 
week after week, month after 
month, year after year. It's all the 
same shit. There are people who 
get into the weight training, 
become steroid monkeys. There 
are people who get into sports, but 
most of the people just waste. 
They waste their time. It's a big 
waste of time doing time. 

V: How did you end up in 
prison? 

C: With everything it started off 
small, it's progressive, as in every- 
thing else. | found out that if | 
could steal things, and they were 
worth something then | could get 
money for it. And that was a con- 
cept that seemed pretty cool to me 
(laughs). | can't really pinpoint 
where that change happened 
where | became a criminal, it 
would be impossible to pinpoint 
because so much has happened to 
me over the years. | have a lot of 
black spots, | can't remember a lot 
due to the drugs and the drinking. 
It got bigger and bigger, the drugs 
came into play right when | was 
around thirteen, | had already 
been stealing cars. 

V: How old are you now? 

C: I'm 30. | was cool in everybody 
else's eyes, | was the kid to be 
afraid of. The badder you were, the 
more people respected you or 
feared voucthet was a lie that I had 
always bought. The guy that has 
that false-respect, | wanted to be 


that guy. | wanted to be able to 
manipulate situations just with 
presence, just being there. 

V: How long did you spend in 
prison? 

C: I grew up in foster homes, group 
homes, and detention centers. 
They (Social Services) dumped me 
on the doorstep of some house in 
the middle of Chambly with a fami- 
ly | didn’t even know. And these 
people were scary, man. | realized 
I had gone over the line and it was 
too late... there was sexual abuse, 
there was verbal abuse, there was 
physical abuse and that went on 
for a long time. This is where | 
really started to use drugs for a 
reason... | was in prison in Ontario 
when | was sixteen. | got caught 
with a hot car, trunk full of guns. 
They nailed me, they just threw the 
book at me. The judge put it like 
this, he said “we're sick and tired 
of you punks coming up here from 
Québec and thinking that you can 
do whatever you want, so we will 
make an example of you.” And 
boom, there I was, sixteen years 


old and I'm in jail with adults. | 
became the target. They 
transferred me back to Montreal to 
Shawbridge where | had run away 
from originally. Then | did time 
right up to when I was seventeen 
in juvenile detention. When | was 
eighteen | went straight to jail. 
Bordeaux, then Archambault and 
the Federal Training Centre. That 
was seven years of jail time, all 
together. 

V: In what way were you a tar- 
get, being a sixteen year old in 
jail with adults, how were you 
treated? 

C: Like a punk, | had a big mouth, | 
had an attitude. | became a punch- 
ing bag. These other adults in jail, | 
don't know what they're there for, 
| don’t know what crimes they've 
done. | still had that juvenile way 
of thinking, ‘nothing can harm me.’ 
A couple punches in the mouth and 
my thinking changed. 

V: After the Federal Training 
Centre... 

C; There's something | want to say 
first, | think the first really big les- 
son in respect that I got on the 
inside was doing dead-time at 
Parthenais. Dead-time is when 
you're waiting for your court date. 


The time that you're doing there 
doesn't count for shit. Everybody 
has time hanging over their heads, 
they don't know how much time 
they're going to get. Haven't seen 
their families in a while, pissed off 
that they got arrested, a lot of vio- 
lence and people blow their stacks 
real easy. | got into an argument 
with a guy and | called him an ass- 
hole. The next thing I knew, | was 
on the floor, bleeding out of the 
mouth and he was on top of me. 
This guy was going to kill me, he 
said, "this is your first lesson in 
respect, motherfucker...you don't 
know me, I'm here because I've 
killed two people. Because why? 
Because they disrespected me you 
piece of shit.” That was the first 
really big lesson in respect | got, 
you gotta respect people uncondi- 
tionally because you don't know 
what they've done, you don't know 
why they're there. You don’t know 
if you're talking to some guy who 
murders people for fun, or for 
money. That was my lesson. 

V: Was there any sexual abuse 


when you were sixteen in jail? 
C: We all see that in the movies, 
mostly in movies that come from 
the United States-prison gang-rape 
and things like that. Anybody who 
tried that in a prison here in 
Québec would get killed. There's a 
different mentality in a prison here 
in Québec, in Canada, then there is 
in the United States. 

V: Concerning homosexuality? 
C: Concerning homosexuality. Guys 
had their girlfriends, guys had their 
transvestites and things like that, it 
was like a couple. For however 
how long they're doing their time, 
they're a couple. People would 
resort to going with a transvestite 
if they're doing time, but if some- 
body was to try and “punk” 
somebody out like that in a jail 
here in Québec, in Canada, | think 
it would be highly frowned upon. It 
doesn't happen. 

V: The way rapists and child 
molestors are treated, is this 
another American myth? 

C; This is not an American myth, 
that's reality and fact. There is a 
hierarchy, a ladder; Even lower on 
the ladder, are what we call ‘rats’. 
Rapists and child molestors are the 
lowest of the low. In the general 


-interview by Suroosh Y. Alvi 


prisoner population's view, if you 
get a chance to kill one of these 
guys, it's a way of getting respect. 
Because in my opinion that’s 
where the justice happens, there is 
no justice for an individual who 
will prey upon a child like that in 
the justice system. Two years, 
three years in prison, then they get 
out and do it all over again. 
Generally, they become repeat 
offenders, and the justice system 
hasn't caught up with this phenom- 
enon of child molestation. The 
laws are way behind. In my mind, 
being someone who was sexually 
abused, the justice happens in jail. 
That's where reality sets in and 
that individual becomes 
everybody's target. 

V: What was the worst thing 
you ever witnessed in prison? 
C: The justice system within the 
prisoner code is very harsh. Very 
harsh. It's extremely brutal, one of 
the worst things you can do in jail 
is to steal from somebody. We call 
that a ‘cellrat.’ Justice is brutal, 
swift, and irreversible. One of the 
worst things that | saw was in 
Bordeaux, some guy got accused of 
being a cellrat, he had all his 
fingernails smashed off with a 
weight bar, slamming his hand in a 
steel rolling door, cell door. The 
cell doors in Bordeaux are solid 
steel doors with a big pin that 
slides shut and makes a big clang- 
ing noise, a noise that | will never 
forget for the rest of my life. Just 
slamming this guy's hand in the 
door, jumping off the picnic table 
onto this guy's head. This guy was 
the biggest, bloodiest mess I've 
ever seen in my life. Five minutes 
after it finished, somebody came 
forward and said it's not true. It 
wasn’t him. It was an error. It was 
a mistake. This guy probably fuck- 
ing crippled, for life. And it’s a 
mistake, what do you do after 
that? Do you walk up to him and 
go, sorry? You can't... 

V: Are cigarettes money? 

C: Yeah, cigarettes are money. 
There is cash, people will stuff 
money up their ass before they 
come into jail... One of the most 
dangerous systems in jail is the 
drug-trade. People die, people get 
killed for drug debts. Because if 
you can't pay for it, you're going to 
get hurt. You will pay with broken 
limbs, and | have seen people get 
the wickedest beatings | have ever 
seen in my life in jail - real brutal, 
long beatings. When you're getting 
beat on for fifteen to twenty min- 
utes, that's a long beating. Imagine 
getting pounded on for twenty 
minutes with weight bars... bars of 
soaps in socks, fists, feet, jumping 
off picnic tables and landing on 
somebody's head, or getting 
stabbed. One of the worst things 
you can do in jail is front some 
dope and neglect to pay it. 

V: What did prison do for you, 
did it rehabilitate you? 

C: It took too long. It took too long. 
| had to beat the hell out of myself. 
I had to take myself to disgusting 
lengths. | had to really sink really, 


really low. At the point when | got 
out, 3/4 of my life in one 
institution or another, before it 
clicked through for me that it's not 
a way of life. There is no sicker 
existence for me, than sitting ina 
5x9 cell, day in and day out. You're 
little existence on four walls. Bars 
on the windows, not being able to 
go take a walk outside. No trees 
(laughs). | laughed when | got out 
of jail and | saw a tree. It's the sad- 
dest existence I've ever seen. 

V: Do you have a message to 
whoever will read this 
interview? 

C: What are my words up against? 
My words are up against a multi- 
media storm of films, of music, that 
glorifies it. Cool man. But when 
you're sitting there doing it, it 
becomes the biggest drag of your 
life. The last time that I got out of 
jail | got out from the hole because 
| had been caught with a still in my 
cell. | ended up in the hole for two 
months. 23 on 24 in my cell. 5x9. 

V: Dark? 

C: No, you got lights. You have 
light to look at four walls. When | 
got out of jail the last time | had 
nothing. It was like | had just been 
born. I had no skills, | had skill on 
how to do time. | had skill on how 
to steal, on how to be dishonest 
and on how to be negative. | had 
those skills down-pat. What did 
they ever bring me? 

Nothing... There's a lot cooler 
things in life. I'm 30 years old now, 
it's been five and a half years since 
| got out of jail, | just got a credit 
card. | cried when | got it, because 
| have credit. It's credibility. | have 
a baby. | have a home. | have a job, 
that pays me well. Getting out of 
jail and getting a job at $275 a week 
was really hard. Walking into a 
store and knowing how to rob that 
store in the first fifteen minutes 
that | was in there, was hard. | 
respect myself today, fully and 
completely because | didn't do it, | 
didn't go back to it. 

V: Do you have any friends 
from jail that you keep in 
touch with? 

C: No. That's my choice. The last 
time | got out of jail | burned my 
phone book, | symbolically sat in 
front of a fireplace and | burnt it. 
I'd just had enough of it. I spent 
two years in the same cell with this 
guy. If there was one person | 
would have liked to have seen on 
the outside it would have been 
him. I got out first, | had to go into 
drug rehab if | was going to start 
off on the right foot. He got out 
several months later, survived for 
all of an hour and a half. He got 
out of jail, went straight to the 
dealer, he copped his dope and 
shot it up...and died of an 
overdose. This guy lived for an hour 
and a half, he had an hour and a 
half of freedom, and what did he 
spend it doing? What he's always 
done, drugs. He went straight from 
jail, straight to the dealer and died- 
an hour and a half. One hour and a 
half of life on the outside, free. 
Ultimately he o.d'd. That is sad. 
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In this United Nations Year of 
Tolerance, young Montrealers 
have given us a glimpse of how 
they see tolerance. Their views 
are paraphrased here: 

“.ult is to accept others as they 
are...” 

Sébastien, 10 

“\it is to accept someone who is 
not like me.” 

Marguerite-Anne, 11 

“..jt is to respect others and their 
ideas, to respect their opinions 
and beliefs.” 

Carlos, 13 


The City of Montréal has just cre- 
ated two new public consultation 
groups: the Commission de 
développement —_urbain de 
Montréal (Montréal city planning 
committee) and ward councils. 

These are citizen forums, where 


you may ask questions and com- Find out more : 
at your Accés: 
Montréal office : 
or dial: 


ment on various projects open to 


public consultation. 


Your participation is important. 872-8265: 


book reviews 


Releasing an Independent Record 

By Gary Hustwit 

Rockpress 

It seems a little odd to review a ‘How To’ 
book. 


There’s obviously no plot to follow, or 
clever characters to enthuse the reader in 
possibly purchasing the item. These types 
of book are pretty straight-forward in 
context. All you need to do is follow the 
guidelines, and you're pretty much there. 
Question remains, how useful and helpful 
is the information? Well, in this case, 
very. This could very well be considered 
an indie-rock bible of information to 
some. Almost all of the information is 
useful, and the book is packed with 191 
pages of it. There’s no false promises of 
success here either which is refreshing. 
Right off the bat they tell you not to 
waste your time sending demos to 
majors, since nine times out of ten they'll 
probably make the trip from the mail 
room to the round file before they get lis- 
tened to. The book covers everything from 
starting your label, to touring and draw- 
ing up simple contracts for your own 
protection. Extensive lists of press, radio, 
distributors and retail stores are included 
from all over the U.S. and Canada. It 
could take labels and bands months to 


Releasing Ap independent Record 


SY GARY HUST HET 
Seer mh te id home 


compile such lists on their own, so this 
book could be considered invaluable to 
some. However, looking over these lists, 
what one needs to do is learn how to 
draw the line in the amount of records 
you're willing to send out, and not to just 
follow them blindly. One could waste a lot 
of time and money if they're not careful. 
Direct your mailing in reference to the 
type of music you release. That would be 
my only suggestion to all this. It could 
save you some much needed money for 
the future. 


TATOUAGE 6 
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stérilisation compléte (type autoclave) ¢ travail personnalisé 


The nice thing about the book is it's real 
easy to follow, and makes no pretentions 
about the music industry and how it’s set 
up. Sensible advice from Gary Huswit 
adds a nice personal touch it all, and 
once you walk away from it all, leaves you 
feeling a little more confident on how to 
approach the entire industry without feel- 
ing tiny and insignificant. —Fred Quimby 


Rockpress P.O. Box 99090 San Diego, Ca 
92169 


The First Time 

by Charles Montpetit 

Orca 

The First Time is a collection of short sto- 
ries about first sexual experiences written 
mainly for adolescents. Editor Charles 
Montpetit says he had a hard time get- 
ting contributions for this collection. 
Apparently most people don’t want their 
adolescent sheet-soiling escapades 
known to the general public. 


Montpetit claims that the stories in the 
two slim volumes that compromise The 
First Time are true. | have my suspicions 
about Lyle Weiss’s contribution. In 
“Nightvision,” a 17 year old guy goes off 
to stay with relatives for the summer, and 
is seduced by the gorgeous, oversexed, 
soon-to-be ex-wife of his uncle. Hmmmm. 
Sounds like an adolescent male fantasy 
to me. 


Of course, most of the guys just shoot 
their loads, and most of the girls are just 
disappointed. In “The Only First time 
Rachel Counts”, Rachel has been fucked 
backwards and forwards on several con- 
tinents, but the only first time she really 
counts was the one she had with her own 
hand. 


Not surprisingly, these stories work best 
when you do sense the truth. Martin 
Stephens opens “Borders” with the stark- 
ly factual line, “The man who used to 
rape me is dead.” In the middle of a book 
about youthful sexual fumblings, this line 
stops you cold. In attempting to present a 
full range of sexual activity, Montpetit 
has created a rather uneasy juxtaposition 
of innocence and horror. 


Despite my carping however, The First 
Time is worth reading—there are some 
excellent stories here. Perhaps if | had 
spent my youth reading books like this 
instead of The Happy Hooker, | might be a 
little less jaded today.-Alison McTavish 
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Too Loud 


-text by Ottawa Bambaataa 


Some smart guy whose name | 
can't remember once said that you 
can tell a lot about a society by the 
way they treat their prisoners. If 
the case of Robert Gentles is any 
example then we're in trouble. He 
was a black man murdered on 
October 24, 1994 by prison guards 
at Kingston Penitentiary for play- 
ing his radio too loud. Correctional 
Services Canada (CSC) has gone to 
great lengths to cover-up the mur- 
der and to smother any resistance 
inside and outside the prison. Two 
political activists face jail terms for 
daring to publicize the case. While 
the six men who murdered Robert 
Gentiles are still working the same 
job. 

During one of the frequent dis- 
turbances at the 160 year old 
Kingston Pen, a lockdown left all 
the prisoners in their cells with no 
food or human contact for over 24 
hours. Robert Gentles passed the 
time by playing his radio. When he 
was told to turn it down, he 
refused. A six man prison assault 
team was called in and sprayed 


[commentary | 
three times the legal limit of mace 
into his cell. Witnesses saw Robert 
signal to the guards that he would 
come peacefully. He lay down face 
first on his bed. What followed was 
unclear but at least one guard 
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stood on Gentles’ back and neck 
(boot marks were still visible on 
the body days later). His face was 
forced into his pillow and held 
there until he stopped struggling, 
over ten minutes. His windpipe 


was crushed. Since blood was flow- 
ing from his face and mouth, the 
guards carried his limp body to the 
shower and washed him off. It was 
here that they claimed to realize 
that he was dead. 

CSC initially told the media that 
Robert Gentles died of a “drug 
overdose” or an “allergic reaction”. 
His mother was not allowed to 
view the body in the morgue. An 
autopsy eventually confirmed 
asphyxiation as the cause of death 
and noted marks of violence on 
the body. At least one of the 
guards involved with the assault, 
Barry Aitchison, had actually been 
fired some months before for 
severely beating a prisoner who 
was Strapped to a stretcher. He 
was given his job back due to 
union pressure. Robert Gentles 
was one of a number of prisoners 
who had initiated a project to 
study and confront such prison 
violence. This may have played a 
part in his death. In an unusual 
and inspiring show of solidarity, 
Robert's fellow inmates raised 
money for a fund for his mother. 
The money was stolen by the CSC. 

Because of the overwhelming 
witness and forensic evidence, and 
nation-wide media attention, the 
police were forced to lay charges 
of manslaughter and criminal neg- 
ligence. The first time a guard in 
Canada has ever been 
charged with murder. 
Crown Prosecutors are 
notoriously slow to 
charge the same police 
and prison guards that 
they work with every 
day. However, as soon as 
the media attention was 
gone, the charges were 
dropped. The fox wasn't 
interested in protecting 
the chickens. 

Robert Gentles’ moth- 
er Carmeta, a working 
class immigrant, contin- 
ues to fight, “...not for 
my son, he is dead.” But 
for justice and for the 
other prisoners still 
incarcerated. Despite 
guard harassment and 
punitive transfers, 380 
prisoners at Kingston 
Pen have formed a 
Justice for Gentles 
Committee. There was a 
vigil on the first and second 
anniversary of his death. The 
Crown Attorney in Kingston could 
lay charges against the prison 
guards anytime they want; it will 
take political pressure in order to 


jail 
time for 
putting 
up a 
poster 


make them. 

Political activists in Kingston 
have been working on this issue 
for a while but face insane harass- 
ment from the local authorities. 
Kingston is a prison company 
town, and there seems to be very 
little room for dissent. The 
Kingston police regularly put up 
wanted posters around town when 
they are looking for criminals who 
have escaped justice. After the 
charges were dropped, and the 
criminals who murdered Gentles 
escaped justice, mock ‘wanted for 
murder’ posters with pictures of 
the six prison guards were put up 
around town. Two Kingston politi- 
cal activists Brad Waugh and Ravin 
Gill, were arrested and charged 
with six counts of criminal liable, a 
law that hasn't been used since 
1969. They face a lengthy court 
battle and jail time if they are con- 
victed. According to Brad Waugh, 
his case just “emphasizes the injus- 
tice of it all”. Six men murder a 
man for playing his radio too loud 
and get off scott-free. Two people 
put posters on telephone poles 
and face going to jail. The police, 
criminal justice and particularly 
the prison systems, are one big 
monolithic structure, as the cases 
of Richard Barnabe and Martin 
Omar Suazo show here in 
Montreal. There are any number of 
circumstances that could bring 
each and every one of us into con- 
flict with the law. It takes vigilance 
from the people to ensure that jus- 
tice is served. 

For information about the case 
of Robert Gentles, call Bob Nelson 
at 514-489-5315. 

Mrs. Gentles is always in need 
of donations of cash for her con- 
tinuing search for justice. They can 
be sent to 227 Cosburn Ave. *203-E, 
Toronto, Ontario, M4J 2L6. 

For information about the case 
of Brad Waugh and Ravin Gill, call 
the Prisoners Justice Committee at 
613-541-1823. 
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buses have filled-in the gaps 


from MONTREAL to 
KINGSTON TORONTO 
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DESERVE ONE 


September 6, 


To KINGSTON & TORONTO — 


7:30am 
9:30am 
11:30am 
1:30pm 
3:30pm 


Voyageur's Montreal/Toronto 
service is even more convenient 
with © 1 earlier departure time 

° | additional departure time 5:3 Opm 

¢ Equally convenient return trips 12:15am 


Call for details: (514) 842-2281 INTERNET#: http://ottawa.microworks.ca/pages/voyageur.htm 
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Backshelf Scavenge — 


Mommie Dearest (1980) has been too 
widely seen to be discussed at any length 
in this column, which is more of an 
explorer’s guide than a critic's two cents 
worth. | will, however, meditate on its cult 
popularity. Could it be that all along, its 
camp frenzied fans have been laughing 
with it rather than at it? After all, its 
director Frank Perry is one of proven intel- 
ligence, something of a Steven 
Soderbergh of the 60s with his art-on- 
the-edge-of-mainstream stuff like The 
Swimmer and Trilogy (for which he was 
chosen to collaborate on by flavour of the 
decade Truman Capote), and his mordant 
Diary of a Mad Housewife (1970) is one of 
the funniest social satires ever made. 
While taking into account that he also 
churned out the appalling Monsignor, 
could someone of Perry's sophistication 
make something as bluntly absurd as 
Mommie Dearest without at least a 
sneaking awareness of how it'd turn out? 
Witness the performance he goads out of 
Faye Dunaway. There's no effort to cap- 
ture Crawford, who's been extensively 
biographed, as she really was, even by 
the smear job standards of her 
daughter's book. What we get instead is 
Crawford the horror hag of her post-Baby 
Jane gore flicks, scene by lifted scene. It's 
electrifying in a purely cinematic sense: 
anyone who's ever seen Mommie Dearest 
remembers every shrieking moment, as 
indelibly as the mention of Joan Crawford 
brings to mind, increasingly in the collec- 
tive psyche, the image of her cathartic ax 
work on Lee Majors in 1963's Strait 
Jacket, supposedly one of her lesser films. 
Dunaway, with excellent foresight, has 
been playing the same role ever since, 
however inappropriately (Barfly, with Joan 
Crawford), and shows great promise of 


becoming the Grande Dame of video 
cheapies that Crawford was for drive-in 
fare. | for one would be ecstatic over a 
Dunaway remake of 1967's Berserk! 


Nothing if not audacious, Berserk! 
wastes no time in letting the viewer know 
that, while making its own brand of 
sense, believability is not part of the 
equation. The setting is a seedy one ring 
circus (in keeping with the budget) and 
its glamorous ringmaster is our Joan, 
looking just smashing with a shellacked 
bouffant, wardance make-up and her 63 
year old self crammed into revealing 
tights. Bossy as all get-out, she puts us 
in our place right off the bat by demand- 
ing we feast our eyes on her star 
attraction, whose tightrope promptly 
snaps, and by some mysterious law of 
physics, comes whiplashing around to 
catch him by the neck and lynch him. His 
swinging corpse provides a charming 
wipe effect for the lollipop coloured open- 


ing credits. Va tetetes 


This “accident” attracts the attention of 
Scotland Yard, who suspects the ever- 
pragmatic Joan of bumping off her 
employees to bolster ticket sales. These 
soar as the deaths continue (an incisive 
social comment here), with one character 
getting a spike through the brain, anoth- 
er sawn in half and yet another flung onto 
fixed bayonets. As a whodunnit, don't 
bother looking for clues. The script 
doesn’t furnish its killer with ample 
opportunity and things are summed up 
with the vaguest of motives (“Don’t you 
realize | must KILL KILL KILL!”), but to give 
a major hint, its the usual Crawford film 
culprit-of-choice. Not that the lousy sto- 
rytelling matters in the least, with all the 
raucous dialogue to keep one steadily 
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amused (these characters really hate one 
another.) In fact the mild bloodletting 
makes for some of the quieter moments 
Joan out-holle solid trash 
including Mic 0ugh (then the king 
of bargain basement horror, now best : ; : 
known as Alfred in the Batman films) as Californian-style Mexican dishes 

"s snarling business partner, Diana 

to Jayne 4306 Blvd St-Laurent 

Mansfield) as “that loudmouthed Between Rachel & Marie-Anne 
Matilda”, Ty Hardin (the poor man’s Troy Mont stro 
Donahue) as the resident hunk who (the 
script would have us believe) is after For Reservations 
Joan's body and not her money, and '60s 
sexpot Judy Geeson as Joan’s “devoted” 982-9462 
daughter. All of them are upstaged by the 
sideshow attractions whose place of 
employment was here under contract, 
including a strong man, a bearded lady, 
a bag of bones and Joan’s midget hench- 
man. At one point the four of them do a 
truly bizarre song and dance number. 
Other filler (and Berserk! needs a lot of it) 
is straight documentary footage of the 
rent-a-circus’s pleasant acts, including 
Phyllis Allen's intelligent poodles. These 
manic pooches take up a full two minutes 
of screentime and far from being dead- 
woody, are actually a fun highlight of this 
messy triumph of subject matter over 
coherency. 
Berserk! is available at the Boite Noir 
and most Movielands. The neglected 
Diary of a Mad Housewife is only at the 
Faubourg Movieland and is well worth the 
trip. One of those rare comedies that 
hasn't aged a microsecond in all its 
decades, it stars Richard Benjamin as a 
nightmarishly obnoxious social climber 
and Carrie Snodgress as his mortified 
wife. Watch for the then-young Alice 
Cooper band performing at a Warholish 
loft party. 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS ¢ REBIRTH OF COOL PHIVE 
The latest installment in the “Rebirth of Cool” series. “Phive” 


features great remixes by Massive Attack, Tricky, Portishead, 
ColdCut, UFO, Beastie Boys and more... 


ISLAND 
RECORDS 
BIG SUGAR « DEAR M.F. 
A brand new five track EP 
of all new tunes including 
a snarly version of Traffic’s 
“Dear Mr. Fantasy” from a band 
that’s not afraid to f*ck with tradition. Watch for dates 
in your town soon! 


BLINKER ¢ THE STAR 

Debut album from Montreal’s finest sons, featuring 
the first single and video, “Nectarina”. 

Coming to your town soon... 
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SEAWEED «- SPANAWAY 
The fifth installment in Tacoma, Washington’s fave sons’ 
plan for world domination. Includes “Start With”, 


the platter that matters... 
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